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	I'm Here For You

**Title:** I'm Here For You

**Summary:** Snapshots of when the boys just needed to hear someone say 'it's ok, I'm here. I'll catch you when you fall'. And the girls that were there to say it.

**Disclaimer:** I do not own Thunderbirds never have never will.

**A/N:** NO FLAMES! Not accepted.

_**AGES**_: Scott – 26; John – 24; Virgil – 22; Gordon – 20; Alan – 18. Eleanor – 25; Isabel – 23; Aysha – 21; Brooke – 19; Myles – 17.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Scott and Eleanor Eden<strong>_

Eleanor Eden has been born to the Air Force. Her father and mother were both sergeants and she was well on her way there too. When she first met Scott – she was only a Lieutenant, in charge of repairs of planes, jeeps and other military vehicles. Scott and Eleanor had an instant connection. He was fighter jet pilot, she was the mechanic. Scott knew he liked her but it had been difficult, there was no fraternisation rule in the barracks. So when Scott left the Air Force and joined the 'family business' it was whenever he could get the time – this usually happened after a rescue – and though 'time off' seemed like something Scott never got he still managed to keep Eleanor interested.  
>When it came time to tell her the truth, Scott was nervous, which was an unfamiliar feeling to him. Scott Tracy didn't get nervous. He stood on the threshold of the hotel room she'd booked for the week that Scott had managed to get away from the business – he'd told his dad he needed 'me time' – so Jeff was flying Thunderbird 1 for now.<p>

"Hey there, handsome. Are you going to stand there all day or are you coming in?" She giggled.

"Hey, El. I've got something I really need to tell you. It's really important." Scott said slowly, closing the door behind him.

"Are you keeping secrets Scotty?" Eleanor asked, she didn't like people keeping secrets.

"Just one." He hesitated.

"Hey, Scott, it's ok. Whatever it is, it can't be that bad." She said, running her fingers through his hair.

"It's not bad. Just big." He said.

"Well go on." She encouraged.

"MyfamilyisInternationalRescue." Eleanor blinked. She was used to Scott running his words together – he had when he'd first asked her out.

"International Rescue?" She asked. He nodded slowly. Eleanor looked stunned, Scott's family were International Rescue. So _that_ was the 'Family Business' and why he didn't get time off.

"It's ok Scott, I'm here." She said, kissing him softly.

"Will you catch me?" He asked softly.

"Whenever you fall, I'll be here to catch you. Always." Eleanor promised, Scott looked at her as the sun started to crest the horizon.

"I love you, Eleanor Eden." He said, Eleanor laughed and kissed him again.

"I love you, Scott Tracy." She said letting him wrap her up in his arms.

* * *

><p><em><strong>John and Isabel Starr<strong>_

When John took his first book to the publisher he was surprised to find she was girl – woman – the same age as him. Much as she was surprised who it was she was meeting. But their relationship was near instantaneous. Isabel invited John to a dinner to talk about his book, and he agreed. That turned into a date. Which went into several more.  
>And soon whenever John was earth-bound he'd fly out to mainland to see her. Isabel just thought he was busy with his father's business. But John had asked permission and she was going to get the truth. John just hoped she'd take it well. Isabel was understanding but would she be as understanding as the others? John knew how Eleanor felt about Scott, Brooke about Gordon and Myles about Alan – Virgil was the lucky one, Aysha hadn't been kept in the dark for long. She was told (without permission) six weeks into dating Virgil. But John was ready, Isabel was going to know all about it.<p>

"Hey there, Johnny. I didn't expect you for another day." Isabel said as she let John into her apartment.

"I have to tell you something and it's not easy to say." John said. Isabel waited, she gave John a soft kiss to encourage him, "Uh, well…my family in International Rescue." He said, he waited, Isabel blinked a few times. She hadn't expected that. John bit his lip, he had known it would be a shock but he hadn't expect total silence.

"Bells?" He said quietly.

"I'm ok. I'm fine, just processing." She said, John would have laughed it he hadn't been so worried about her reaction. But she looked up at him and smiled softly, "ok. That's amazing. I can totally see you sitting up amongst the stars in their Space Station." Isabel said with a grin.

"Yeah, that's me. And you're ok with this? I thought you'd be freaked out and run away." John said.

"It's ok Johnny, I'm here. Besides it's my apartment." She said.

"Will you catch me?" He asked, with a small smile.

"Whenever you fall, I'll be here to catch you. Always." Isabel promised, John smiled at her as the pre-sunset light set the room in a dusty orange glow.

"I love you, My Star." He said, Isabel laughed and kissed him again.

"I love you, My Universe." She said letting John wrap his arms around her tightly.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Virgil and Aysha Ocean<strong>_

Aysha Ocean and Virgil met at school. Denver to be exact. Although sometimes they say they met at High School. Which is also somewhat true, they were lab partners at High School for three weeks until Aysha had to move away. But when Virgil enrolled at Denver School of Advanced Technology to study both Engineering and Medicine he saw s girl standing off to one side of the main group of students looking over her classes and adjusting a pair of Sellotape glasses up her nose further. She had been beautiful then and still was now.

Virgil sat up in bed and turned to the one side letting his feet dangle just off the floor. He sighed and ran his hand along with his forearm tracing the scar that was there. He'd had a bad injury on that rescue. Broke his arm so badly that he had to have a pin inserted to help it heal properly and the bone had pierced the skin.

"Virgil?" Her voice was soft as she came to kneel behind him her hands on his hips and her chin resting in his shoulder.

"Sorry if I woke you." He said.

"Not at all. Come back to bed. We can sleep a bit longer." She said moving her hands so her arms were wrapped around his waist, her fingers lingered at his navel. Virgil shivered slightly.

"All right." He sighed and with her help moved to lay back in bed next to her.

"Is your scar still bothering you?" She asked.

"A little. It tugs at times." Virgil said, "It's just annoying you know?"

"If I was a plastic surgeon I would have been able to stop the scar from being so noticeable. But alas, just a simple nurse." Aysha said with a smile.

"Simple nurse is good enough for me." Aysha kissed him softly, "I just wish that…"

"What?" She asked, rubbing her thumb over his cheekbone.

"It's not important. Not really." Virgil said turning away from her.

"Virgil?" He didn't respond but Aysha heard the soft whimper that told her he needed her comfort right about now, "It's ok, Virgil. I'm here."

"Will you catch me?" He asked softly.

"Whenever you fall, I'll be here to catch you. Always." Aysha promised, Virgil rolled over again to face her and smiled at her in the pre-sunrise light.

"I kind of love you, Aysha Ocean." He said, Aysha laughed and kissed him again.

"I kind of love you, Virgil Tracy." She said letting her over-grown teddy bear wrap her up in his arms.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Gordon and Brooke Rivers<strong>_

He hadn't seen anyone like it. No one ever like it. During Gordon's time as W.A.S.P. he had seen a lot but no one like this. Brooke Rivers stood on the pier watching the clear crystal waters of the ocean below her. She was watching a pair of divers that were going for their instructor's license. She couldn't be in the water with them, she just had to watch. Gordon had just got permission from his father to tell Brooke all about International Rescue. He'd wanted to tell her for weeks but when John got permission to tell Isabel, Gordon argued his point that he loved Brooke and they belonged together. In fact he said that as a swimmer and she a diving instructor they were made for each other. Jeff finally agreed that, yes, Gordon could tell Brooke about it.  
>In fact he'd told her the day before, she had taken it a little bit worse than he thought. She'd told him she needed time to process it all. So he gave her time. All the time she needed. And she'd told him to meet her down here so she could talk to him. As he made his down to her on the end of the pier the divers were getting out of the water and taking the offer towels before she'd hand them a piece of paper and telling them to take it up to the office and she'd see them later.<p>

"Hey, did they pass?" Gordon asked, he accepted the 'hello' kiss she gave him.

"With flying colours. I actually expected one to at least fail. Usually one does." Brooke replied. Gordon didn't press for an answer to her feeling about IR he just let her talk to him.

"Why didn't you join when Virgil did?" She asked. Virgil had joined four months before Gordon but that was only because he was learning to walk again.

"I was in hospital. Recovering from my hydrofoil accident. Screwed up my back and had to learn to walk again. That's why. Alan was the one that got me up out of that chair and back on my feet. That's what I needed then." Gordon said.

"Do you need it now? Because It's ok Gordon. I'm here." Brooke said with a small smile.

"Will you catch me?" He asked softly.

"Whenever you fall, I'll be here to catch you. Always." Brooke promised.

"I love you, Brooke Rivers." He said, Brooke laughed and kissed him again.

"I love you, Gordon Tracy." She said letting her fish wrap his arms around her tightly and just hold her.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Alan and Myles Diesel<strong>_

Alan sighed as he pulled into pit lane and turned off the engine. His co-driver helped him out of the car and patted him on the back. He'd just won his 16th race and was ahead of other drivers by at least 12 points in the rankings. Top racer in the world.

"Good race buddy." Matt said slapping Alan on the back.

"Thanks, Mate." Alan replied, his eyes already searching the faces of his team. She was here he knew she was, she had worked on his car earlier. Alan had to tell her about International Rescue and he had to do it privately. He got through the crowd with all their 'congratulations, son' and 'good race' and the occasional 'you did good kiddo' before he spotted her. She'd had the day off so he almost didn't recognize her. She was dressed in a clean pair of jeans and white t-shirt not stained with oil or grease.

"What's cooking, Good Looking?" She smirked. Alan grabbed her in tight hug and she laughed as he pressed a kiss to her neck. Their relationship was strictly business when they were working together but when she wasn't working it was all pleasure.

"Oh did you see the race?" He asked.

"Did I? What sort of question is that?" Myles laughed, "of course I did!" Alan turned red and scuffed his boots on the ground.

"I've got something to tell you, My." Alan said quietly.

"Ok, Al. Come on." She led him outside of the pit lane – so they were out of earshot of anyone else on the team. Alan took a deep breath.

"Well, it's um…" He began trying to find a way to phrase it.

"It's ok Alan, I'm here." Myles said, giving him a soft kiss to calm him down.

"My family…and me…we're International Rescue." Alan finally said. He waited for her to laugh. But surprisingly like the others she took it rather well.

"Ok, cool. International Rescue is cool. It doesn't change who you are Alan." Myles said, he smiled at her.

"Will you catch me?" He asked softly.

"Whenever you fall, I'll be here to catch you. Always." Myles promised.

"I love you, Myles Diesel." He said, Myles laughed and kissed him again.

"I love you, Alan Tracy." She said letting her prize hold her close to his chest and she inhaled the smell of oil and engine fumes but it was Alan and that was good enough for her.


End file.
